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By Herbert Kaufman

Ideals are not attained without ideas. A career must be
thought out and then fought out.

Goals are easily chosen, but seldom reached.
Wit must survey the way—then grit must build the road.

- Sagacity proiects the dream and tenacity perfects the scheme.

The world derives no benefit from the inert, content with be-

lieving in betterment—only from these iitent to achieve it.
We do not lack standards—-—we stand in need of standard-

bearers.

-

Ll

5 The market is crowded with teachers ready to supply knowl-

-edge for a paltry sum, but commerce and industry are constantly

erying for the unusual mind which can apply the

schools.

rules of the

College may train you how to think, but observation alone
will tell you what and where to think with profit to yourself and

your fime.

Culture furnishes a finish—action provides a start.

Text-books are filled with keys to success, but practical
experience locates the problems which await unlocking.

There’s work enough for all the eyes and hands on earth.

Year by year society removes for the son a barrier which
thwarted the father.

Day by day philanthropy and humanitarianism minimize the

handicaps of poverty and reduce the adverse élu:_mces for the

paupers’ children. , .
- The greatest difficulty that faces you is the choice of that

UEER Happenings on
Sacred Ground of Paris
Show People—In the Church
of the Minstrels and Street
of the Jugglers—The Patron
Saint of Actors—How the
Players Feel About the
Ghost's A p pearance—Ster-
ling Heilig on the Scene
With His Camera.

Special Correspondence of The Star.
PARIS, April 16, 1913,

HE old theater of
the Galite-Lyrique,
in the Square
Arts et Metiers, has
been the scene of
much excitement
lately.

A new ghost has
come to haunt it.

The Gaite-Lyrique
i= the Paris munici-
pal opera house,
- where  opera is
given at popular prices, where crowded
houses rule the year round, and where
mothing is considered too good or new
for a vast, discriminating public, whose
enthusiasm for the beautiful runs high.

It is said to be the ghost of Massenet.

And the spot Is more than the munici-
pal opera house. As will be seen, it Is
the spot for a theatrical or operatic
ghost to manifest. It is sacred ground
of the show business,

.
* %

An astonishing series of events.

France’s most popular composer, it is
well known, talked continually about
“Panurge” during his last illness. Into
the final work of his old age he put, sud-
denly, all the mellow optimism and sage
recomcillation with life of one who saw,
already, wider horilsons. “Panurge” is
his only cheerful work, as Vanni Mar-
coux points out. This is a notable detail.
All Massenet's earlier operas deal with
sad or tragic subjects, but *““Panurge” is
rollicking comedy. It is as if the great
composer wished to make amends for the
heartrending view of life his works had
suggested. Certainly Massenet desired
ardently to see and hear "“Panurge’” pro-
duced, and those beside him marveled
how he planned and counted on it, to his
last breath.

Time passed—the proper time.

“"Panurge” 1is being rehearsed at the
Municipal Opera House, with Vanni Mar-
coux, one of the handsomest singers of
Paris, in the title role.

And Massenet is there.

Or something in the nature of Massenet
—to please everyhbody.

Do elemental forces, decked In the as-
pirations of the dyving master, condense
a kind of personality round the music
which was his emanatioll; and the mise-
en-scene which was his dream?

Or, plumply—as old-fashioned folks
would put it—is his spirit wafted back on
the wings of melody? The witch of Endor
fetehed back Saul by chanting and
strange lights.

® *
Every member of the company prac-
tically saw once or often, from the

start. a form glide in the shadows of
the wings, or a seated figure, with its
face hidden in its hands.

None recognized Massenet at first, [t
would seem. A minor member of the
casl mentioned an “old man” beating

des
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time. A chorus girl's mother saw a
“stranger” Dbehind a painted tree.
Notably, a seene shifter warned the
intruder out of the way, gave “it” a
shoving push in .passing, and fell, as
one who leans on air. Lucy Arbell,
who sings the principal female role,
was frightened by eyes looking at her.
Vannl Marcoux was annoyed by an un-
known in black, who had the nerve to
give signs of applause or criticism
from a somber corner near the fiat.
The chorus generally, after a few
days, complained of the “outsider” who,
mingling with them in the dim-lit
stage, became., finally, a subject of
mystery and uneasiness. No one could
get near “him."” Yet when somebody
said “ghost,” Stage Manager Labis was
displeased; and FEmile Isola, moneyed
man and co-director., would not hear it.

“Nothing of this to the public,” he said.
“Not a word to the reporters; it looks
too much like a bid for notoriety. They
would laugh, and, you understand, no
scoffing must sully the artistic solemnity
of the occasion.”

*
E

In vain. Next rehearsal Lucy Arbell
fainted. “Those eyes!" she murmured.
The scream of a chorus girl set every one
on edge. In an innocent love affair she
had zlipped behind a pile of accessories,
but instead of her biue-eyed boy. an old
man was there, “like a blaclke lump.”” The
rehearsal continued. At a certain point
of a partition a discussion concerning
tempo rose between the orchestra leader
and Vanni Marcoux. Twice the former
began the phrase again, accord’ng te his
fideas. Vanni Marcoux stood mute. They
imagined him 1o be sulking, when the
orchestra leader, while as a sheet, was
seen to drop his baton and stare at the
back of the stage.

Painful silence. Tapping with a shaky
stick, be lehhu men again through the

disputed passage—petfectly according to
Vanni Marcoux’s ideas, without explain-
ing his sudden conversion. But Vanni
Marcoux did not sing. He was staring
at the same spot. When they roused his
attention, he glanced at the orchestra
leader. The two men gravely nodded to
each other, and the rehearsal continued.

To finish, a dresser, motherly party, be-
loved of the chorus. was found flat in
coma, and three carpenters, needed for
lifting, were taking a drink outside. When

they explained themselves, they were
neither fined nor reprimanded.
L] *

* X

Then the ladies of the chorus made a
strange demand—that guantities of extra
electric lights be set up, in the wings and
everywhere; that the entire stage be so
illuminated for rehearsals that not a dark
alley or corner remain! M. Labis ‘was
sending them about their business, when
the staff of electricians and carpenters
proclaimed their cheerful willingness to
do the extra work. *I add my voice to
the request!” said Lucy Arkell. *“And
I'" “And 1! Huddled by the footlights,
proud and humble, male and female,
begged that the stage be lit without a

shadow.
“But why?' objected Labis. “It's a

ghost, T understand. But which? Is it

Annibal? Or the cat? Or Constantin?
You're not afraid of Constantin!"

Up snoke the orchestra leader.

“No,” he said. “We all know who it
is. It's Massenet.” !

Vanni Marcoux, arriving, heard the
name pronounced.

“Yes,” he said. *“We both saw Mas-
senet.”

The majority of the company and per-
sonnel were on the edge of panic.

In principie, it was agreed to set up the
extraordinary electric lighting as rapidly
as the work could be executed, but be-

fore use it must be passed on by the elec-
tricians of the fire department. It might
require a few days. Meanwhile, to effect
a diversion, M. Emile Isola proposed to
have a flashlight photographer present at
rehearsals.

‘““Ready to flash his magnesium at the
first alarm,” he said. *“Let no one hesi-
tate from modesty or fear of being mis-
taken. We'll get to the bottom of the
mystery. 1 shall desire two cameras in
the center of the stage—one aimed to
right, one to left. When any of you sees
a -‘stranger,” just -point swiftly to the
spot. With the magnesium flash, the
right, or left aimed camera, as may be,
will catch that entire section of the
stage—and we'll see if it is Massenet on
the plate.”

One girl whimpered: ‘““We don't want to
see the plates. We'd rather have the
lights.”

“Don’'t worry,” said Emile Isola, sar-
castically. *“The camera will chase the
gentle ghost away. Experimenters have
tried it a thousand times; they scarcely
ever get a plate. If you dames and
demoiselles were not all on the verge of
hysterics, ¥’d see you in Pontoise first.
The idea of chasing away Massenet!"

“I'm not afrald,”’ sald Mlle. Arbell. “I
fainted, -truly, when 1 saw those eyes.
They had a look of reproach—and always
when 1 was singing. But the day I
recognized Massenet’s pale face and white
hair, I"'ve worked unremittingly, changed
much of my interpretation, and now I
could feel his approval, even in a flood
of light!”

Y
* *

Then Vanni Marcoux spoke up.

] agree with our venerated director,”
he said. “It would be a dishonor not to
welcome Massenet. or to gun after his
spirit with a flash.” :

He protestéd In valm. The idea that

photography, scarcely. -i-w: pecords - a

(Copyright, 1913, by Herbert Kaufman.)

To High Brow, Low Brow and Browbeaten.

‘occupation to which your temperament and abilities are best

suited.

The turning of learning into earning is the test that differ-
entiates the theorist from the producer. .

Within stone’s throw of every human, opportunity offers a

chance for originality and determination.

The resources of the future are only limited by the resource

of eager brains.

' As soon as one inventive faculty displays a neglected high- -
way a dozen minds are quick to detect a score of by-paths which

.the pioneer himself overlooked.

Inspiration breeds aspiration and competition.

He who erects a stronger telescope than his predecessors is

always rewarded by a new star.

N

This is the great hour. What has been done is an insignifi-
cant earnest of the potentialities of the mighty eras beyond the

dawn.

i . Now is the time to think, now is the time to strive,

time to do.

now is

But men who trudge in time-worn ruts, who search in crowded
thoroughfares, who look for opportunity in exhausted fields, who
prospect in sterile mines, who plant their efforts in abandoned
soil, who inquire of tomorrow from yesterday, must live unnoted
and die obscure. = e

Feet alone can never find the passage to the heights of fame.

Imagination is the searchlight that unmasks the path,
none but the dauntless can reach as far as they can see. |
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ghost became involved. in the minds of
the fair, with a sense of security for their
own eves and nerves.

(“And the men, now!" whispered Mlle.
Lucy, "look at that electrician, he is
nearly falling!"’)

Miracle of unreason! The camera pro-
tected nobody.

Five times in one afternoon did chorus
girl scream, or, trembling legged and
voiceless, point a vacillating finger, or
member of the cast forget her dignity
(or his) to gasp and indicate—while
camera and magnesium functioned in-
stantly. Yet, of the five plates, only one
contains the shadow or suggestion of a

spot for certainly 400 yvears past, meous
in three rehearsals hand-running when a
plece is going to be an immense success.
It is followed by the clattering of a
wooden leg, as if cominz downstairs.
Nebody knows the origin.
=
* ¥

The ghost of Annibal Esperance is that
of a young tenor from Auch, who hanged
himseélf in 1804. He appears to carpenters
and sweepers, always hunting for a
ghostly letter from his lady love which
fell from his pocket and, being found by

brooding hyper-material something, andeher husband, caused her death and An-

it has been disputed.

But other plates, taken subsequently—
it is only just to add—have not yet been
seen. They ought now to be in the
hands of the proper committee of the
Seventh International Psychical Congress,
which happened to be sitting at Paris,
for development under rigorous control.
Concerning such, we must await results,

*
o e
* What strikes everybody is the consensus
of a stageful of people, alert and ordi-
narily trustworthy.

Note well, a usual Gaite ghost does
not tint them. As Stage Manager Labis
said:' “Who's afra!d of Constantin?"’

As will presently appear, this is sacred
ground for the show business. No other
spot on earth is so favorable to a paychi-
cal explanation. On the other hand, It
has its known and accepted ghosts, which
no one fears—probably because they -
pear only at intervals. So you can Lﬁe
your choice.

The three best known are Annibal, the
cat and Constantin.

The cat, which has haunted, ‘in turm,
every  successive playhouse or show
booth -within & stone's throw of thig

nibal’'s sulcide. Annibal brings good luck
to lovers. A famous beauty of the opera
stage recently—before sailing for Amer-
ica—is sald to have passed hours roam-
ing the twilight of the Galte of after-

noons seeking to meet Annibal,

And Constantin, bland, gracious. in
Louls Treize costume, ig the tptelary
ghost of the Paris show business. Chiefl
violinist of the court of Louis XIII. he
was for twenty vears “king’’ of the show
guild, whose chancellor was the prevost
of the Church of 8St. Julien of the Min-
strels, just round the corner. It is the
only church in history frequented ex-
clusively by theatrical people, founded
and built by two actors,

Constantin, who never appears to but
one actor at a time, makes a gesture of
benevolent warning when such an one
recklessly persists in repeating the word
“guigne” (bad luck) during rehearsals
of a new piece, which, as everybody
knowe, is danger to all. Few see (Con-
stantin nowadays, because every one
says ‘‘cherries.” .

1 repeat, Massenet’'s ghost could find
nowhere else such a favorable spot tor
manifestation. The intense aura of the

show business broods over the ret

OF THE, SHOW .BUSINESS THE OTREET
GH THE. SITE. OF THE. PRESENT THEA

TERS

the Gaite-Lyrique, the little square and
the Rue St, Martin, where still rise point-
ed roofs of the eleventh century priory
that saw it all

The Street of the Jugglers (Vicus Jo-
culatorium) ran through the exact spot
where the Gaite now stands. In the time
of Christopher Columbus it had become
the Rue des Menestriers (Minstreis), and
all the show peopie of Paris had been
living in it for centuries, and so con-
tinued, except for stars and proprietors,
up to the days of Louis XIII. Here ex-
actly stood the guildhouse of the Corpo-
ration of Minstrels and Jugglers. Here
diled Constantin, their meost famous
“king” (now replaced by the president
of the Society of Artistes). He is con-
venient for haunting.

»x
* %

The most famous Paris actors, remem-
bering this brotherhood of origin, treat
circus folk. fair people, knockabouts, jug-
glers and tumblers with Qonor when they
meet. I have known tweo ¢lowns of the
Neuilly fair to call on Sarah ‘Bernhardt,
ask for seats and get them. She also
gave them a meal and a smile, For 500
vears in Paris all went together to the
same church of a Sunday,

It was this Church of Sts. Julien and
Genest across the square. *0Old Paris” of
the 1900 exposition reproduced it very
perfectiyv. Its Gothic portal was decorat-
ed with a raft of little angels in- stone
playing the harp, rebee, psalterion, Iute
and so on; walking tight-rope, dancing,
wrestling, play acting, ete., between St.
Julien, the vagabond, who founded so

many poorhouses, and St. Genest, martyr, on

who was a comedian in Rome under
Diocletian. Genest, patron of the entire
show business,, was represented simply
with & cape over his shoulders and a

e
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GHOST OF COMPOSER CLAIMED TO HAUNT REHEARSALS OF HIS MASTERPIECE

toque on his head with a feather in it
He held z fiddle.

There is a touching tale in Dubreuil
how one summer evening in 1325 two
actors, Jacques Graze de Pisotle and
"Huet le Lorrain, sat on a tavern porch
talking business. Their hearts pitied a
poor little bergar woman named Fleuric
de Chartres rolled in her rickety
little wagon by a blind boy. “What a
pity,"” sald Huet. “Ain't it?” sald Le
Lorrain. “Let’s raise money to put up «
small old folks’ home!"

The two dead-broke actors did It, and
the Church of the Minstrels was addea
to the Hospice -0of the Minstrels.

All on the spot where Massenet's ghost
appears.

' -
® X !

“l am a Christian,”” says Mile. Luey
Arbell. “Being-a bellever in the future
life there is nothing strange in this to
me. - Everybody on the stage of the
Gaite-Lyrique has seen Massenet permit-
ted to return. I fainted at first, yes, but
now his presence is a comfort to me, I
feel the guiding hand, 1 feel uplifted,
moved to high endeavors.”

“It's beyond me,” says Emile Isola,
hardheaded business man. *‘One believes
what one sces, hein? What an advertis-
ing scheme? Ridiculous. We have Mas-

senet’'s new opera. We don't need a
ghost.”

“Mind you,” says Vanni Marcous.
“Panurge iz rollicking comedy. Nothing
sad or spooky. Its broad fun is drawn
from that of Francis Rabelais, the grand
old philosopher, whose divine bottle had
its secret.t What was the one word—

peutetre, ah, ves, peutetre.”
STERLING HEILIG.

LFRED NOYES, the English poet,

who, alone among the eéentire poet

tribe, makes a living out of poetry, said
at a dinner in New York:

“I wish it- to be understood that my
poems are not putting me in the Carnegie
or Rockefeller class. |

“While my poems afford me a compe-
tence, I am still hit hard by the story of
Mrs. Blanco.

* ‘Who is that young man who is pay-
ing yau such marked attention? Mrs.
Blanco, a soclety leader, asked her
daughter. ’

*“ ‘He is a poet, mother,’
replied. | ;

* *Gracious!” cried the mother. *And
can you, a millienaire’s daughter, serious-
ly contemplate throwing Yyourself away
on a starveling poet? -

* *Oh,’ sald the young girl, ‘vou don't
understand. He isn’'t an ordinary poet.
He writes poetical advertisements.’

*“‘My darling,” sald the mother, “call
him up at once. I'll ask him to our week-
end house party.” ™

No Better—Perhaps Worse.

IRMAN UNDERWOOD, replying to

a millionaire who was against the in-

come tax, said at a luncheon in Washing-
ton:

“I am not astonished that he should
oppose this tax. ‘' Prosperity doesn't al-
ways make a man better. Sometimes it
makes him worse. ’

“Two men were talking about Weed
Jimpson. : '

“*Weed Jimpson must be doing well
now. He must be getting on 'His feet at
last,” said the first man. -

* *Why do you think so?” said the sec-

the young girl

“ “Well" said the first, “Jimpsen, y»ou
know, owes me money, and he dodges out
of my way now instead of facing-~me -in
the boid way he used go,'™




